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Qui non moderabitur ire 
Infectum volet effe, quod dolor fuaferit ac mens. 














Tra furor brevis eft. Animum rege: qui nifi paret, 
Imperat: bhunc frenis, bunc tu compefce catena. 
Hor. 


EAN HILE I was fitting at my Defk fome 

Vas @. se: y days ago, and preparing a Paper for 
= W NS ie ry the ltr of the Public, I was inter- 
A if rupted by feveral difcordant founds over 
CA Bre ; eB) y my head, which iffued, I thought, from 
Re: TREES the mouths of two choleric Difputants 


of my own fex: yet in {pite of my propenfity to inqui- 
fitivenefs, 
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quifitivenels I kept my feat, till my fpectacles tumbled 
from my nofe, by the violent concuffion of my room: 
for the Altercators, not fatisfied with the brifk move- 
ment of their tongues, agitated their feet in fuch a 
manner, that I was afraid they would have paid me a 
vifit through the cieling, I then grew quite eager to 
know the caufe of fo much clamour, picked up the fpec- 
tacles, which luckily had received no damage, and after 
having carefully depofited them in their cafe, went up 
ftairs foftly, and foon found, by applying my ear to the 
key hole of my Fellow Lodger’s door, that he was en- 
gaged in a hot difpute with his Bookfeller. ‘ Lookee, 
“ Mr. Blot, faid the latter, it fignifies nothing your pre- 
“tending to blufter at me: you know you are under 
«¢ Articles to furnifh me this Seafon with a Novel big 
“ enough to make three duodecimo Volumes, a Col- 
« lection of Effays, and a Tragedy: and by G—d I 
‘© will have them all.” ‘ Why, what the Devil do you 
« mean, if you come to that Mr. Pinch, faid he, have 
« you not got the Novel in your own hands? The Ef- 

“ fays are ready for the Prefs, and the Tragedy is al- | 


« moft finifhed: but if other people will fteal my 


“<« Similes, how can I help it? What would you have 


“me do? I am fure itis as much a robbery, as if it 
«had been committed with a piftol on Hounflow-Heath, 
“ and ought to be punifhed with as much feverity, Nay 
‘“ more, for certainly to rob a Man of his Brains, is far 
‘© worfe than meerly to deprive him of his Money: and 
‘‘ if things are fuffered to go on in this manner, I declare 
« JT will lay down my Pen.” —“ Not till you have per- 
‘< formed your agreement, cried Pinch, with great alert- 
« nefs, I muft have the Tragedy finifhed foon, other- 
«© wife the Seafon will be over: every body will be gone 
‘ out of Town, and it will lie in my Shop like wafte 
« paper. — S’death, cried Biot, I tell you it is wafte 
« paper mow — without the Simile it is worth nothing.” 
‘ Rot your Simile, replied Prach, if that is gone, make 
“ another, 
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another. Do you think I will lofe the fale of a Play for 
one Simile, which perhaps is not worth a button, — But 
how came it to be. ftole ?” — S’death, faid Blot, have I 
not told you over and over, but vour paiflions run away 
with you, and make you forget every thing you hear. 
—When I had finifhed the lait act, I shaughs it run off 
with fuch fpirit, that I fhew'd it to a iriend ef mine, 
who has a tafte for dramatic performances, and’ he was 
fo charmed with it, that he defired me to leave it. with 
him a day or two. +1, fufpecting no harm, agreed to 
his requeft: but how great was my furprize about ten 
days atterwards in the upper gallery at , when 





my Simile, my darling Simile, which I deem’d a Mafter- 
piece of the kind, was utter’d by one of the Characters 
in .— I was hellifh mad at being tricked out of 





my Simile, but not alittle delighted at the fame time to 
hear it pronounced with propriety, and received with 
applaufe. — But I did not confider till yefterday that I 
could not print my Play either with it or without it.” 





Pox take your vanity, cried Pinch, what occafion 
had you to lend your Piece to any body? J only ought 


to have feen it — was it not written for me? But though 
Tl. 


you have acted like a fool, J can't fuffer for it -—- You 


may write another as good, or finifh the Piece without.” 
I tell you I can’t make fuch another Simile, faid Bier, 
and there was only ¢hat in the whole Play: and who 
ever wrote a Tragedy without a Simile ? — Befides, if I 
offer’d it to you in that unfafhionable condition, I know 
you would not bear it — you would turn it on my hands 
again, and tell me no body bought it. — Don’t you re- 
member how you ferved me dient the Novel, which you 
faid was not half abufive enough, and fo tame and de- 
cent, that no body wane read it through ? I am fure I 
drew the Duke of ****, the Far/ of ****, Doétor **#**, 
Lady ****, and Mii ones, in fuch lively colours, that 
I expected to be taken up every day: and then as 


‘< for a ae — The Lovers on the old. Trunk in 


“ the 
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“the Lumber-Garret, and the two young Ladies undref- 
“ fing for Bed, were defcribed with fuch a 
« IT don’t know what you would have — my amorous de- 
“ f{criptions are fufficient to excite the delle Paffion in the 
“ breaft of an Anchorite, and corrupt the moials of a 
‘whole boarding fchool of Miffes in white frocks —I 
* cannot {peak plainer, except I write Treafon and Bawdy 
“at full length.” — “ Well, faid Pinch, and thofe were 
“ the fcenes which made the Book go off, and if there 
«¢ had been more of the fame kind, it would have gone 
“ through half a dozen Editions by this time. —I am {ure 
*< T paid you fairly five guineas for the Copy, and I with I 
«may ever fee my money again.” — “ Nay, top there 
« Mr. Pinch, cried Blot, I know you have already pocket- 
“ed five clear, and publifhed a fecond Edition , — come, 
“come, you have impofed upon me long enough. I 
“‘ ought to have had Ten for it: it is worth Ten at leaft; 
“ and by G—d I will have Yen for the next, or carry it 
“ to another Bookfeller — I will not be impofed upon any 
“ longer.” ‘“‘ Impofed upon ? cried Pinch boiling with 
“rage, impofed upon? I impofe on fuch a Fellow as you ? 
«“ Aye, Mr. Pinch, replied he, I fay you have fcandaloufly 
‘“‘impofed on me, and d—n me, if I will bear your ill 
“ ufage. Then d—n me, faid Pzuch, but you fhall 
“ bear a great deal more before I have done with you. 
«« What, fhall fuch a Fellow as you pretend to talk to me ? 
«You who are the offspring of a Chimney-fweeper and a 
« Cynder-wench, begot on a Dunghill, and littered in a 
“ Hog-ftye. Did I not take you, Sirrah, from a Garret 
‘in Hockley in the Hole, naked as you came into the 
‘© World, where you fubfifted on ftinking Sheep’s Liver, 
«“ which you got for writing baudy Ballads, bloody Mur- 
‘«« ders, and wretched Conundrums, which you bawled out 
“ yourfelf in the dufk of the Evening at the corner of 
“ every Lane and Alley? Did I not bring you into genteel 
«Company, Rafcal, by recommending you to write Bell- 
“men’s Verfes, Lamp-lighters New-year Gifts, Terrible 

“« Battles 
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*« Battles and Sea Fights and Dying Speeches ; by which 
‘“* means you picked up cafh enough to purchafe a fuit of 
“ Cloaths in Monmouth-freet, and a Perriwig in Middle- 


‘© Row; to hire a Room in Black- Friars, and to dine 


“with Gentlemen tn a Cellar on the beft for three-pence 
“aday? Did I not, to cultivate your Genius, lend you 
« Rochefler’s Poems, Gilden’s Art of Poetry, Haywood’s 
‘© Novels, the P7/grim’s Progrefs; nay, truft you with a 
“ large Collection of o/d Plays, by the help of which you 
“’ were enabled to write Songs for Sadler's Wells, Drolls 
“ for Bartholomew-Fair, and Prologues and Epilogues for 
“ Charity-Benefits? ‘Thefe performances introduced you 
<< into polite Life; and now becaufe you have ftrutted at 
‘‘the Bedford, fcraped acquaintance with two or three 
“ under Actors, lain with as many fide Dancers, and got 
“a fecond floor in Covent Garden, you fly in my face. 
« But by G—d I will reduce you to your original ftate, 
“ before I have done. Ill work you, you ungrateful 
“ Rafcal, till you are as ragged as Orway’s Hag, and 
“‘ obliged to lame and blind Beggars for your dinner: or 
“ neceffitated to fubfift on faufages made with the fleth 
“ of fome of your gibbetted Brethren, thrown away by 
“the Surgeons; and when your feeding is lower’d, by 
«© G—d you will write better. You are pamper’d, lazy 
“and luxurious zow, but I warrant when you are half 
“ ftarved you won't be at a lofs for a Simile. Your in- 
“vention will then be as keen as your appetite. A 
“ fharp-fet Author fcribbles like a Devil.” Here Blot 
could not help checking Mr. Pizch in the midft of his 
Career. — ‘* Why, why, faid he, do you treat me, Sir, 
“ in this abufive manner ? — what have I done to extort 
“ fuch Billing/gate language from you?. But I fhall be 
“even with you —I fhall make fome difcoveries to the 
« World, which will not be agreeable to you. What 
«do you think of thofe Letters, written by Dr. Lide/, 
«© which you defigned to print for original ones by the 
“* fate Lord ; and that paltry Collection of Poems, 
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“which you intend to publith as foon as the Earl 
of is dead, with a Preface to make the Town 
‘« believe they were compofed by his Lordthip. — Not to 
‘mention the old Novel which you reprinted with a 
“ new Title, and zew Names, the pofthumous Works of 
“© Charles Sock, Efq; which were cook’d up for you by 
Ton Starveling for half a crown; and the Volume of 
“Maxims, which the fame Gentleman ftole from the 
« Writings of Tempie, Dennis, Gorpon, and feveral 
“ other Effayifts. — Come, come, Sir, I fhall d/w you, if 
“you won't be quiet.” By this refolute Speech of 
Mr. Bloz’s, his paflionate Antagonift was greatly difcon- 
certed: it affected him indeed fo much, that he imme- 
diately loft all his leonine ferocity, and made the follow- 
ing reply to it with the ferenity of a Quaker: “ Well, 
“< well, Mr. Blot, I own I have been to blame —I am 
“apt to be hafty fometimes — you muft make allow- 
“< ances. If you will dine with me to-morrow, you 
‘«< fhall have your Copy-money — But fay no more about 
“ this affair, Mr. Blot, we muft not betray each other.” 
S’death, cried B/ot, not thoroughly fatisfied with 
«< his foothing behaviour, did not you begin firft? I am 
“fure I have had plague enough: but ycu are 
*<g bly miftaken, Mr. Pinch, if you think I can 
‘make a Simile whenever I pleafe.’” ——- “* Well, well, 
“ my good Friend, faid Puch, then take your own time, 
“and make one when you cia — but pray confider, 
“that if you are not foon in a Cue. for Similies, the 
“ Seafon will be over.” At the clofe of this Speech he 
advanced to the Door, with fo much rapidity, that J was 
under a neceflity of making a precipitate retreat froin 


my peeping-place. 
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